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The grandam and the laughing girl.
Or, nearer home, our steps he led
Where Salisbury's level marshes spread

Mile-wide as flies the laden bee ;
Where merry mowers, hale and strong,
Swept, scythe on scythe, their swaths along

The low green prairies of the sea."

His mother, in her turn, pointed out the glimmering
reflection of the firelight in the small, thick panes of
window glass, and taught him the old rhyme about the
witches making tea there, or told him of a point in
the Country Brook, where there was a tradition of a
witch meeting, consisting of six little old women in sky
blue cloaks; or of a bridge where a teamster had once
seen a ghost bobbing for eels, or other tales best
recorded in the poet?s own simple verse.

" Our mother, while she turned her wheel,
Or ran the new-knit sto,cking4ieel,
Told how the Indian hordes came down
At midnight on Cochecho town,
And how her own great-uncle bore
His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore;
Recalling, in her fitting phrase,
So rich and picturesque and free,
(The common unrhymed poetry
Of simple life and country ways)
The story of her early days.
She made us welcome to her home ;
Old hearths grew wide to give us room ;
We stole with her a frightened look
At the gray wizard's conjuring book,
The fame whereof went far and wide
Through all the simple country side;
We heard the hawks at twilight play,
The boat-horn on Piscataqua,